110                       NICHOLAS   MOORE

With the 111 Wreaths that Time has
given You

Vvith the ill wreaths that time has given you, go, my

darling
Who sail like a ship on my tongue.

Time has given me words, as though I were an alder
By Cagney's Pond, to weep that the'waters are slipping,
shuffling

With foam on my tongue like a madman
Through the sluices and the docks.

I have a lazy hand like a duck's
To tickle the waters and test the pride of your fingers
that

Round me twist. The ship is yours and the sail,
So I know you, my darling, for the two islands,

Shell again, as I shall often, the sheets and the slip from

your breasts,
Finger there, and love, 0 and here

Is the long-tongued ship of my poem,

The poem like a daisy chain, and going through bridges.

Poem

(For fnsdlla)

You look like history. All the bright caravans
That ended in no more than a madman's whisper,
The cavalcade of honour that led to death,
Is history you have lived and suffered beneath.